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But friends with God she hates and with his folk
She would root out and ruin ?

John Knox.                        Yet this time

I am not bidden of him to cast her off;
I will speak once; for here even in our eyes
His enemies grow great and cast off sharne.
We are haled up out of hell to heaven, and now
They would fain pluck us backward by the skirt
And these men call me bitter-tongued and hard
Who am not bitter; but their work and they
Who gather garlands from the red pit-side
To make foul fragrance in adulterous hair,
And lift white hands to hide the fires of God,
Their sweetness and their whiteness shall he turn
Bitter and black.    I have no hate of her,
That I should spare; I will not spare to strive
That the strong God may spare her, and not man.

Ochiltree.   Yea, both, so be we have our lost lords

home,
And the Pope's back-bowed changeling clean cast

out
And of a knave made carrion.

John Knox.                           For your first,

It grows as fruit out of your second wish;
Come but the day that looks in his dead face,
And these that hate him as he hates all good
Shall have their friends home and their honour high
Which the continuance of his life keeps low.

OchUtree.   Surely, for that, my hand or any's else
Were hot enough to help him to his end.